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l. You're Worth It 


Author's Notes: 
This happened solely in my angst-filled imagination. Enjoy. 


Sorry if there are too many italics! 


Set in 1175. 

Staring off into distance, through the wide windows of Robert's apartment, Jimmy's mind was on fire; going 
over everything that's happened so far. 

Friendships 

Music. 


Success 


Fame. 

Debauchery. 

He winced, and a sigh ensued. Deep down, he knew his true self wasn't like this. Hell, he knew he didn't lose 
control over being famous and being wanted, and that he didn't look down upon women. He knew things like 


mind-altering substances and women were meant to keep him going on, to keep him crawling, to keep on 


pretending to be someone else, and.. to fool one person. But not himself, never could he fool himself. 


He wondered if Robert was his true self when indulging in groupie-activities 


Another sigh 


"Jimmy?" 

"Hm?" Sad eyes quickly turned to stone before facing Robert. 

"Do you want to - Oh.. what's wrong?" 

Jimmy frowned. "What do you mean, ‘what's wrong! ?" 

"You just.. Are you okay?" There was concern in Robert's voice. "You don't look so good." 

Bad mistake. He should have appeared easy-going Without a care, like always 

"Oh. You know.. that thing | used to do back in the day... take my mind off things? Helps, you know. 

Smooth 

"Well, if you say so... 

"You've never really tried it" A concealing smile. 

"Well, | needn't.. you're the only one brooding, mate. Don't think | didn't notice." The way Robert's lips broke into 
a small grin made Jimmy feel more at ease. "Say, do you wanna join us for brainstorming? We're having bits 
and pieces that we might wanna fit together." 


"Sure." 


And when he set foot into the room, the atmosphere they created there made him forget a little bit, without 


the help of alcohol. 
At least he's got their friendship, and especially his And thats no small thing 
But, when the time comes, he's gonna Tell him. 


Risk the friendship. 


[115's Physical Graffiti had been yet another success. A party was being thrown to celebrate just that. 

But Jimmy felt like all the on-building success was laughing in his face. 

İF it only meant something fo him 

"Jim!" Bonzo and Jonesy cried in unison. 

"What = oh, hey guys! What's up?" 

"Come with us. There's something we need to talk to you about." Jimmy immediately sensed the strange, 
different attitude, and if his sight was pulling pranks on him, he couldn't tell, but Jonesy's usually gentle eyes 
were now firm. This definitely looked out of place. 

"That's - what - in the middle of the party?! Has something happened?!" He exclaimed, trying to get his legs to 
move, but they were already dragging him out. "What's gotten into you? What-" Having finally arrived outside, 
they let go of him. Jimmy scrutinized their expressions. My god, he realized, Bonzo isn’t even drunk. At a fucking 
party. Not drunk, 


"What happened? You're scaring the shit out of me." 


"Funny, we could say the same thing, mate." Bonzo pointed out, with a trace of anger and frustration. "Look, 
we've noticed some things have started to change. And knowing you, Jimmy, you're going to deny -" 


Has Robert noticed too? 
Most probably not. 
Surely not. 


Thats why Jonesy and Bonzo must have come to check on him first 


Because they care. 
Robert doesn't care. 


F he cared, he would've noticed 


And yes, indeed, Jimmy was already shaking his head. 

"What could possibly happen? Within a band arise all sorts of things, for all you know, probably | just need a 
break from -" And Bonzo decided he's had enough. Raising his voice in frustration, he cried, "Oh please, Jimmy! 
Will you fucking cut the bollocks! I've known you long enough to figure out you always hide! ALWAYS! Can't you 
see that this is the road to RUIN?!" The last word rung out in the stillness of the night like hundreds of knives 
stabbing into Jimmy's skin. Bonzo risked a glance towards Jimmy's sad eyes, and realized his mistake. Taking on 
a lighter tone, more caring, Bonzo continued, "We kept quiet because we didn't want to force you. But it's 
already been so long, Jimmy.. you're hooked on coke, and you're losing weight unjustifiably fast" 


Bonzo was a very sharp guy, that Jimmy knew. But the fear of being seen so weak won once more, so he had 
to try again. He huffed a dry laugh. 
"Nothing's wrong. Period. Now, let's get back, because | was actually having a great time-" his voice sounded 


forced and theatrical even to his own ears. As he made for a turn, both Jonesy and Bonzo grabbed him by the 
shoulders and held him in place. For a second, Jimmy let a look of agony slip past his features. 


Please, let it go. 


"Jim.. We're here to help out, you know." Jonesy spoke in a soft voice. "We're more than a mere group, we're 


friends. Whatever problems may arise, we're all involved in them. We want you to be okay." 


Jonesy landed a supportive hand on his shoulder. And it was then that from the dephts of his hollow eyes, 


tears started to form. 

Never in his life has Jimmy seen his two friends so alarmed. 

And yet, there was more to come. He caught glimpse of certain long, curled, blonde locks - the last person he 
wanted to see him in this state. 


"Ah, finally! There you are -" Robert gasped, mouth hanging open in sheer shock. "Oh my god! Jimmy.” Robert 


exclaimed, taking his friend into his arms and pulling him close. "Oh, Jimmurs, what's the matter?" He asked, his 
voice full of so much concern, that the latter snapped. He buried his face into the golden locks and the first 
sob escaped. Then, he heaved a breath and started crying hysterically. Everyone was rooted to the spot. 


The flamboyant, party-animal, Jimmy Page, breaking down like this 


How many things could lay behind this image. 


And Robert wondered, with gut-wrenching guilt, how has Jmmy’s grief escaped him so easily 


When the tears stopped, Jimmy slumped in Robert's arms, under the weight of exhaustion, the blonde's fingers 
leaving pleasant traces across his back, willin the tension away. Not having the courage to look Robert in the 
eye, Jimmy kept his head in the crook of his neck, sniffing quietly. "Sorry." He murmured. 

"Don't you ever apologize for something like this", Robert said in a breath. Then, putting some distance between 
them, he looked Jimmy in the eye, before questioning carefully, "What is making you so upset?" 

Silence. 

Jonesy and Bonzo were growing more worried by the second. 

"Does it have something to do with any of us?" 

Jimmy swallowed dry. 


"So... it does.?" Robert pressed on, although gently. 


"| just." a hollow sigh. Jimmy looked up at the night sky, and realized it mirrored his emptiness. Well, it is now 
or never. He caught Robert's gaze and held it for a moment. 


"Well. You know I'm not good with words. But I'll try." He sighed. "I - | don't expect you to reciprocate or 
anything, but," he stopped, running a shaky hand through his hair and shifting his gaze so it would be 
anywhere but on the singer, "| sort of... started seeing you in a different way." 


Robert spoke right away, voice laced with genuine confusion "What do you mean, in a different way?" 


"As something more than we are right now" At Roberts persisting confused eyes, Jimmy clarified, voice 


breaking a little, "More than a friend" 


Done. 


"Oh: 


Jimmy has ancipated this. 


He had played the scene in his mind, over and over again 


Voice slightly shaky, he added "Like | said, | don't expect anything. | just.. want things to go back to normal after 
this. You know, the band needs to go on. No matter what." This proved to be much more exhausting than he 
pictured. He sighed in defeat and averted his gaze to the ground, a lone tear trailing down his face. 


Out of the blue, a delicate hand came to rest upon his cheek, wiping the tear away, and Jimmy startled. Then, 
another hand snaked over his almost shyly, and clasped it. Jimmy looked down, not believing his eyes, about to 
question what in the world was the singer thinking. 


But Robert was quicker, and with a small smile in the corner of his lip said, "I've never thought of you in that 
way, Jimmurs... but.. even though | can't promise it'll work out, I'm willing to try." Thin-looking fingers rested on 


the guitarist's delicate cheek. And Jimmy felt like melting. And then, there was something that really did it. 


Robert pulled him into a chaste lip-lock and murmured lovingly, "You're worth it” 
Yes, definitely did it. 
Jimmy turned to jelly in Roberts arms. 


And suddenly, somewhere, in the back of his mind, he thought he could hear Bonzo and Jonesy's cheers, but he 


couldn't bring himself to care. 


